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'TMATB AJOHT.' I'm HAROLD 
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SACRIFICE TO KASTE 



DEACHING THE end of the fashionable 
district, Crafford stopped the car and 
psrked it at the other maa'a direction. 

*Vhy can't we drive on?" Crafford 
Mk«d with a little asperity. 

The other smiled. He was small and 
awarthy-skinned. 

"It would be beat to walk. Mr. Crafford. 
Tbc temple of Kaste, as I told you, is deep 
In the alums; not live slums, either, but dead 
onea." His eyes narrowed. 'To drive an ex- 
peoaive car like yours through a slum 
neighborhood would excite comment. No, 
no, we want no comment. The God Kaste 
hides himself where it Is best to hide — 
vhtre there fa ncrone to talk, beyond the 
wry «dje of the city." 

Crafford felt the other man's eyes upon 
him. Suddenly a stab of fear went through 

"Perhaps, perhaps, Mr. ^Ingh." (Craf- 
ford knew him only as that). "I have been 
too hasty. Perhaps another time . . .'* 

"Another time may be too late," Mr. 
Singh breaUied softly. "You have spent 
much time and energy, Mr. Crafford, to get 
In touch with we who are the high priests 
of Kutc. 1 know your need. Do you dare 
riak . . .r' 

Crafford shuddered. No, , he knew he 
could not risk it. He had to know. With the 
«inp^ soul of the atheist he had grown 
^ colder aa he aged, feeling only.the abyss of 
the great nothingness after death. He knew 
he had to die. And all his life he had 
■MTched for some proof of the aupematural, 
■ome proof that beyond life was not merely 
the dark horror of the grave, but even, per- 
haps, something better. 

And still ... 

He turned to Mr. Singh again, for he had 
been lost in thought, staring into the deep 
deptha of the slums, down a maze of alley- 
mtya that twisted and turned before they 
wove out of sight 

"But Kadte." he began. "Kaate Is a god 
of pain." 

A faint smite flickered over the urbane 
face of Mr. Singh. 

"That is true. Kaste ia the real God, the 
only God, Mr. Crafford. Because life is pain. 
Life was born for paia. Pleasure is only the 
fracious interiuJle in pain that Kaste allows 
us." His voice dropped significantly. "You 
too are in pain, are you not? Does not your 
mind torture you, Mr. Crafford, becau.'^e 
you believe yi nothing? Was that not why 
jrou came to ui — ao could believa in 



Te«," Crafford said. "Yes. that Is ao." 

"Kaste will convince you, Mr. Crafford. 
I can promise you that,'' Mr. Singh said and 
paused. Again the faint smile flickered 
round his lips, "Let ua go." 

THEY MOVED forward, Mr. Singh lead- 
ing. Down lightless alleys thdy went, 
past tenements and crumbling old brick 
houses, past sections of the waterfront 
where music sounded hoarsely from behind 
ttte boarded-up windows of illegal bars. 
' They crossed a square or two, went through 
a gate in between two buildings and emerged 
on another street. Beyond them, on anoOier 
block, the dead, abandoned part of the 
alums began, abutting on wharx'es and 
dock."'. No one was here, no one visible, yet 
Crafford could sense eyea upon them. 

They came to a sagging wharf structure. 
Mr. Singh rapped at a door. It opened im- 
mediately, ' disclosing a rectangle of dim 
Might. Followed by Crafford. he stepped 
within. ' -'■ ■ 

"We are far from everything here. Mr. 
Crafford," Singh saiH. "Far from where 
anyone may hear." ' 

As if in answer to hia worda a long- 
drawn scream of agony that seemed to sift 
through many doors tore, almost silently, 
at Crafford's ears. 

"The ceremony. It has begun,* Mr. 
Singh said. His eyes shifted to the man who 
had admitted them. 

"He has consented?" the other asked. 

Stngh laughed harshly. 

"For the privilege of falling under the 
beneficent spell of Kaste, Mr, Crafford haa 
agreed to the final requirement. If neces- 
sary, he will sacrifice anything he is called 
upon to give up. Is that not so, Mr. 
Crafforar . 

"Anything." Crafford said hoarsely. "Ab 
much money u you want, provided you can 
prove to me that your worship of Kaste is 
not a fraud, that Ka^te realty is powerful, 
that . . 

"Yon Will not be disappointed, sir," the 
other said, then jerked a thumb toward 
another door. "Take him down. Singh, to 
the place of worship." 

They went through a door, started des- 
cending a winding staircase. Crafford knew 
they must be surrounded on all sides by 
water. Clever of them to tunnel down int*» 
the mud under an abandoned wharf, be 
thought. 

Again tha scream of agony bea^ at his 



"The sacrifice to Kaste," Mr. Singh Mid, 
pausing to listen almost in «csU4y. 

"And the victim?" Crafford said. 

"Along the waterfront, Mr. Crafford, 
many men are smuggled into America from 
Africa, from Asia, from elsewhere. Who is 
to notice the disappearance of a man who 
was never — officially — here?" He chuck- 
led in a low voice, threw open a door. 

eOFT MUSIC swept out. mingled with the 
floods of incense. For awhile, as they 
entered a great, domed chamber, Crafford 
could see nothing. The violent pulsing of his 
heart sent waves of shapeless color paat his 
eyeballs. Then, slowly, he began to see. The 
room was not crowded. The worship of 
Kaste. he saw, was not a poor man's religion. 
Every one of the celehranta were as well 
dressed as he, under their outer coats which 
lay on the floor behind them. They stared, 
eyes blazing, fixed, almost glazed, at the 
hcene before them, on the low altar of red 

StODfi- 

The body of the victim, already flayed 
of moat of its skin, was a thing too horrible 
to look at. Crafford shuddered in a cold 
agony of horror. His eyes shifted to th« 
robed priest of Kaste wielding the torture 
knife, and then to the God Kaste itself. 

It was almost disappointingly normal. 
No hideous, staring visage, no bloated re- 
plica of a crocodile, or a snake, or a beetle, 
noUiing non-anthropomorphic at all. Kaste 
was the stone image of an ordinary man. 
squatting, legs crossed like an oriental 
fakir, staring straight ahead of him with 
eyes of stone. 

A final shriek from the victim. Then, 
as the torture knife rose to deliver the death 
blow, Crafford gasped. 

The eyes of Kaste loere movingl 

Aa if in a kind of weary agony them- 
selves, the stony eyes came alive. Crafford 
stiffened, watching. The eyes moved slowly 
from end to end of the altar, taking in the 
spectacle of awful pain. 

A fierce exultation swept through Craf- 
ford. Ka^te ^^'as real! If real stone coold 
move, if its eyes cauld see, then Kaste's 
power was great. Of course, Kaste waa a 
God of pain, but what would that have to 
do with him? A surge of joy flooded through 
him, to be cut short by the chant of tha 
priest. Once more Crafford fixed his eyes 
on the altar and the image of the God. Now. 
in the eyes he saw a glazing. Crafford 
gasped. 

Great Kaste was di»integrating I 

^RUMBLING, like a long-buried corpse. 
. t-e image of th« God alowtr 



powder. A sneer appeared on Crafford'a 
lips. 

"A fake!" he shouted, turning to Singh, 
whose startled eyes came full on him. "Why, 
that thing's nothing but a fraud! You prob- 
ably work the "eyes with wires, or some- 
thing — and it fell apart!" He began to 
laugh hysterically. Singh's eyes danced with 
a cold anger. 

"Drink thia, Crafford!" Singh handed 
him a goblet, containing some winy liquid. 
"This will steady you. Kaste is no fraud!" 

"Kaste!" Crafford took the goblet, drain- 
ed it, shaking with hysterical laughter. 
Another fake, he thought. Once more he 
had been bilked. "Your God is no better than 
any other!" 

He took one step toward Singh. Then a 
hideous pain shot through him. Abruptly, 
two servitors sprang from the darkness of 
the walls, picked him up with Singh's help, 
buniUed him into a small room. 

Swiftly he was stripped. Hia stiffenlsf* 
paralyzed limbs were heiag forced into new 
and strange positions. Now he Jcnew what 
had happened. The liquid — it had tasted 
like wine but also like fire — had frozen 
him. Already he could feel his flesh harden- 
ing into stone. But bis brain, hia eyes 
mained alive. 

Before him, Singh hovered, his dark 
eyes flashing menace. 

"You insulted Kaste, Mr. Crafford, by 
disbelieving," Singh said. "And Kaste is a 
vengeful God. Had you believed, another 
would have been chosen to replace Kaste Id 
his new incarnation. Within yourself yoa 
will feel Kaste — for Kaste is the pain you 
feel, that pain that will deepen and lengthen 
and growl Pick him up!" 

Crafford felt himself lifted by the servi- 
tors. He closed his eyes in an agony of pain. 
He was placed on the stone dais, before the* 
red ftjiar, amid crumbled fragments of atone. 

"xou will suffer much and long and see 
many painful sacrifices," Singh whispered 
into his ear. 'TBut your eyes will grow weary 
with your own pain. You will open them only 
when a victim baa been tortured to the in- 
tensity of your own agony. Thus, you will 
sirvn K&dte, by being the earthly represent*- 
tion of Kaste, himself. Until, like the other 
before you, the atoms of your petrified 
flesh will crumble from the very intensitjr 
of your pain r' 

Crafiord was drowned In the pain of 
Kaste. He had looked for a God. Now he waa 
a God, himself; a god of pain. The irony waa 
drowned in an ocean of tortured nerves. Hia 
eyes opened with some atron^r impulse. 
Before him. a new. nameless, writhing 
victim hsf! hocn titd to the red altar. And 
the instruia^itto oi loiture were afsto «fc 
wot'' - — 
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we've 

oecicjeo to 

■CNO YOU H0fi*e,GMB9l 
VOU'M AB SAN£ AS I 
AM '. SUT I WOULD 
AO^ASm THAT you 
CHANSa VOUA WAY 
OF LiPE tW TM6 
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0C nMsrtM&^rtm...^ 



G(-AO TO 

SEE you, 

Slftl WE 



SMUT UP AND 

THE OLD W(LSHIR£ 
PLACE AT ONCe) 
I'VE GOT A 
LITTLE sus'Mees 
TO FINISH UP] 



HELtO.MA.CWiCl 

pio you 6AV 
Tvte wiL«MiRe 
pcAce'^ 

BUT 



I K/AS HOPING yOU'O 
FORGOTTeN ASOLfT TmC 
FOHECLOSURE ON THE 
WILSHIfte HC«e; AFTER 
AU.,T>4E OLO AMN IS OEAD 
MOW.' THERE'S ONLV 
TMC widow! 



«5U'Re A FAT-HBAOeo 

FOOL, PAVTON; I N£VeR 
FCROeTOB, FOSSfvel 
Give A1E THOSE 
PAPERS! 



\SoO*/...XA 



'ben wilshire ALk««ys treatep 

AlE LIKE DI(CrJ MevBR WOULO^ 
LET A1E ENTER HIS HOUM! 
BUT MOM HE'S DEAO 

AND SOING TO 

K'CK HIS WIDOW 

IWTO THE 

STRECT,' I'LL- 
CeLMUCKLeJ— 

SERVH 
TH« 

PAPeA* , 

*iyeeLF,' 
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ta LOVELy ■ 

I CLP PLACE? 
I WISH you WO^LVj 
RECCMaiDeR, 
MR-GflOSS' , .y^^., 



bam! I'VE WAITEC* va*R9j 
POft THIS! 1 ONty WISH 
WILSHIRE WERE ALiVE 
TO SEE (Vie UVJNG 
IN MIS HOUSE.' 



'{•My 50RRV,CiR! 
■ /MRS, WILSHlfiE 
(SM'T SEEING 
AN^OH£-~ sir! 
PLEASE, YOU 
CAN'T... 



OUT OF Wt WAV, 

Slithering old 
IDJOTi 1 oww 

this house 
now' 
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WHERe rS THE OLD FOOI-? 

WD\HG IN HSR ROOM, I'LL 
bet; 8UT SHE'LL NEVeR 

shub martin gross again', 
maybe i wasn't good 
enough tp be la/v/ts^hbr^, 
But I'm good enough to 
TtfHOW >6t/ out; amv 

WILShII^£ ' 



OPEN up! I KNOW 
YOU'RE IN THgRei 

VVB — O^UCHLE }— 

OCT SOAie THINS 
FOR VOLt, AW¥\ 

/>AP£AS/ 



WHERE >IRE VOUi 

vou BLAsreo 

OLD HAG ; I — 



SPAM C/^ sy/vmry^y 



heh-meh; H-ANGED , 
vouRSELF Did you?] 

MUST HAVE KNOWN 
£ IVAS CCMING ! 

well. gooo 
/ridoancs] 



BUT, i^R.aROSS, you 

CAN'T fABAH THAT 
VOLrtE AIOMNS \H 
RIGHT WW/ WOT 
IVITH THAT POOR 
WOMAN'S 
BODy STILL 

WAfim\ 



BLAST IT, 

RAYTON, VOUKE 
A LAWyER, NOT 
A PARSOHl lAM , 
IN, AND I'M 
STAyiNSj 



CLLEVEM P4y FOR THE 
WOMAN'S funeral) ' 

RjNeML>iND T>ie , 
SM4Ll£ST stone! 
(T'S SETTHR THAN 
POTTER 6 FIELD! 



<3AC>! VOU 
WOULONT.. . 



^>9jVS and SIAST IT TO THE DEVjl J 
I WILL J NOIV GET OUT OF HERE AHD 
OO WHAT I TELL VOU ! OR 
/MAYBE you DON'T 
LIKE WORKING 
FOR /ME'. 



S-BURS! 
r'LLOO -AT 

Of cm} 



mm rnn nut 
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JOUtNCT tKTO FUR 



I I'M TffE POOL AW.' Ji/eRE j*fi£ 2 
CO^ *U. Cm^ THe ^LAC£.'ALL 

m^A/OC*^ Ave CALL OME — Off, 
THAT-S fAOaAOLY Af/ CPf^lCSM 
AT TWr OOOA A/OlV ' 



AOOLTT TTOe C>Oat / MS OAT eMA*:M, 





_7X>Maa70M£ TtrnMO 7M£ STTVAS. . .1 

hrrLL SMOVE VOU DOWN, VOlT 
I monster! I'LLSiVlASH VfU 
llNTD A THOuSrtNO PIECES! 



J' 



i WTO FUR 



\ Bi/T HIS AOor I 



V/W/— SLIPPINSJ I 

TtJAWTONE, IT'S 
STICKY — IT'6 








WIMS .' AlAJtn^ 
GAOSS L/SS A 

CaAP*SArT'£ 
fOOr Of 7M£ 
STMmS.' AT 
tABT TWS" 

soov ee^SATf/ 

GAOSS... 
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f-nOO BAR 

3R0SS 




AluST MAVu 
DUHINSTHe ' 'WAL GrmhPG 

^ nignt; ^ . - OF HL -ej 
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STHAf*0£i.r Enough I'm A/OT 

DEAD Ano I see*i TO 

r ^Ek-fiR BEFOAtE.' STRONG 

[^WewouGH TO A7ii you I 



fit 



z*iAV£ /M ysA^/ ac/r 

CAU. A 0OCWA ^i/Sr 
T//£ SAMS ■ 



■ X ^O^eSA SAAAH 
KfTi-L. ^UCS TMVS tSCU/VlS 
TO 3€ ^WrS A Si^OCK 



^9 



r*v7js«5 ay 77f£ aACj< ax>K. . . 

A/Of SaRjum.'po^'t 
'£0*16 \H JUST yet; . 
I -X WANT TD TALK 

,Tc vou first! 
THERE'S so*ie-' 

TMiNO., . 



i^TMATyoU, 
HARRy? 

you 'RE 

JUSTlW 
time for 
SOME 
TEA, 

OAR LING 



MARRY, I— OMMH — 



'00 I Are... I 



SARAH, 1-1 HAC^ 
AN ACCIpeNT.l 
L VVANTEC yc^'. 
I BREAK rr TO ^H. 

>ou gradually' 



FAIWTBO DEAD AWAy! I— I DIOM*! 
REALIZE HOVV' riORR'SLE 1 (MUSI 
LOCK, J STILL, SHE >1IGHT HAVE 
BEEN /MORE UNDEHSTANOnS J 
THAT LOOK OF SICK DISGUST 
ON HER RACE,. , 



>7/K<f «SiW LATg^. 9A^A^ SMTt A i»VOMCM/AMO T3MF 



90 THERE rs 
ABSOLVTBLY A^7r//Mg J 
yiXJ CAH DO FOR MS, 
DOCTDR? C -MUST GO 
TMROUCM if^e LIKE 



CAN AHY OTHCR doctor.' W)UR 
CAS£ (S TME SmAMSeST (N 
ALL AlCOlCAk MBTORyJ 8V ' 
RI(MT» ypU 9HOUL0> HAVIE 

Om9 OH THAT KQAD] 

' *■ 



SO«6HO*V VOUR 
VITAL ORGANS/ 
THOUGH PLATTCNI , 

WERE »JOT INWURCD! 

I SO vou MAv Live; td 
Be A hundred! 



A HUNC«ep 
VEARS — 
LOOKING , , 
LIKE THiSf J 
WHAT A 
JOKE— ON 
A4E' 



:IUI 
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JOURNEY IKTO rUR 



SO fiAH. SO OOOP/ 3UT 
TV ^LL, Sur I £AN r mK£ 

ANY c»A/^c£3.' f^caooy 



■ju Sr OMS w/i/r My 

A r ONce.' ArreA all, ho^ m^, - 
^ATA]eU A/iS TW£^£ W TM£ J 
WOAlO? so, T/V/S f*OOJZ 



9S 



WliAPP/Af<3 HtS ^i^TBOOy AAOU^O Th£ 

saue£Z^ jv/s ffi£y to oeArtf. . . 



AL/MOST 

OVER : 



QUUUUUU— 




A^/MU7£S LA T£>t . ■ ■ j 

N^TTW'JG TO IT.' Z TOOK- 
O/VLV LAftGS S/LLS, Slip Tf/£M 
UNOefi. 7V£POOA A^eAP 

MAM— HAM— 7*K" MULT 
£?O0A Mi4S AS eASYAS 
TH£ 07y/£fi5.' 




suT T//£ mouste /s- 

TM£/iS'S A030£ry TV 

SNAAe rr ' 



THeR£ MO/V^ £VSA. 
S£ AIVYOf/£, AS LCWGAS 

X L/ve.' LOox AT Ai£ .' r A/esa , 
A liV^€ ^ auT ivMO miULa 
AtAH/iy MM"* ST/LL, 7V£/!£ . 

A1usTa£A iVAy... 



-CAYS Ly^T£A. A 
ST^A^S£ A£} APPCAJtS 

^OL/A' T^y. ^ 



OB- 



* * - 




JOUKHCY m o no 




I *WOW NOfWl BUT MOW OO 1^ 

uttm rm nouse? i hap it dons 
^C0Mrt.rTBLy over ju«tfor 

you; 



HOW TO SPED . 



'just RBAtEAweft rue te»*is or 
Our AeaeeMEWT! i'ai a'OTin lov», 
wtTx >txj,' I'M MERC Because I 

want*ion6>:a LCTTO^ 
AiONEy, AMD you 

iv« IT TO 




7t 




► 1 

I 



yiER('LL«peNCJ ^ONcy Wiw— 

ON VDuJ all >0U WAHTifUMMA ' 
YOU CAN MAVe ANV- J SMAfCW 

ruiNQ, oMuy TRy to -^nxjcf^m 

BE A UTTLE KiN£? r--» Mm.' 









'Tip 



KHMNfT MTO FEM 



TMfiRE'S SOMB- , 
THfWS I tVAMT 
VOU -nD DO 



ye«T 

WHAT 



THBM 'S A VfiRT OPD- 
LOOKfN3 CAPSULC IN MY, 

>WWT YOi/ TO (Tj 



'Aie : OH, NO, i~ I 
couldn t; it 

tVOULO /Mk£ til 
OBATMLV ftCttJ 



IT WOULD A1A<E VOU 
OMAO, you AiCAN.' 
TMB WAV VOU (NTENC 

IT TO MAKE MB.' 
VOU AtUADERrNQ 
LITTLS VJXOMl 



OM, DON'T, 



you 9nOl,LP»/T HAVg S^N S( 
SREEO^ NO»A,' rv6 avBN >OU 

Muoe su-v.s oFAiONev'.' Bur 
Ycu wAWTED -ve oe^o so 
you cooi_D nAve all? 



Cm mot a NOWIAL A1AN, yOU KWOw! I 
OONT KAVB NORMAL SCRUPLES i AND Ci/B 
MAPe PLANS POR,iUST THIS SORT OF 
TMIWS: yOU'LL Be VERy SORRV 
BEFORE I 'M THROUGH 

WITH you,' 



I TV AATMAN ^W/MTS TO A ^MIKTJVM STKL 
I ONLY TOO iM^U. . . . 

' I've seSN you shuooer 

WfTM MORROft eyBRV TI>Vie YOU 
LOOKED >^TA1E! r DiON'T 

BL>»,Me you much! but now 

I M QO)NG TO SHO^' VOU 
WHAT fT'S LIKE TO 



wuwftY WTO ma 



NO, FOR TMB LOVE 
OF HEAVEN 1 y-¥OU 
cant! not 



jK/r^ Aitm/rm to stmt rmr 

/>OtV£A^UL. £>f£S£L . . . r-STT 



TOO SAO THAT THIS WILL 
PROBASLy^ti VOU! YOU 
WON'T BE AS tUCKY AS I 
WAS - \F IT/S LUCKV TO 
90 THROUGH UFE LOOKINS 
THE WAV I DO 
VDU'RE REALL 



PLEASfl DON'T... 
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A/r^ifAiels^^ THm m^T AtAA^ mCoo^ ft 




huh! /M-Aiy L606.' 
THE BOU.ER MAS GOT 




AT^LAST.' OA ao ^ At£A^ SU^/£0.'\ 
AAfYWAy. rM£Y SSCAAtBAS CLOSi 
AS TfVO PeC/'Le CAN G£T.' 77Y£y I 
iaSCAAf£ T^UL Y OM£. . 




AOAa, A'O OA'S CAA/SysA fAAT 

r»£M AGAw.' /yor ei^sv 7V£ 



